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I meant Hortetttio is afcsrd o', you. 

Wid, He that is gtddic think es the world turns round., 

RouDdly replied. 

Kate. Miftris how mcanc you that t 
fVid. Thus I conceiue by him. 

Petr. Conceiues by roc, how liker/ftfrf ewfothat ? 

Her. My Widdow (ayes, thus fhe conccmcs her tale. 

Petr. Verie well mended : kilfe him for that good Widdow, 
Kate. Hethat isgiddie thinkesthe world turr.es round, 

I pray you tell me what you meant by that. 

j-pitl. Your husband being troubled with a (hrew. 

Me afures my husbands fonow, by his woe 5 
And now you know my meaning. 

K ate. A verie meanc meaning. 

}Vid. Right. I meanc you. 

Kat. And-I anmaeaBC indeed, refpefling you. 

Petr. To her Kate, 
pior . Toh'cr VVtddove . 

‘Petr. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down. 

Her. That’s my office 

Petr. Spoke like as Officer.- ha eo thee Lad. 

‘Drinhci to Hsrtcnjio. 

Baft. How likes Gremie these tjuicke witted ioik.es ? 
y re. Bejecue me hr,thcy But together well. 

Bian. Head, and But an haftie wittedbodic. 

Would fay yourfieac anjd Bur were head and home. 

Z Ha. 1 Miftris Bride, hath char awakened you l 
Bian. J , bu: not frighted me, therefore lie f . tepe again. 1 :, 
Petr. Nay that .you fhatlaotfincc you haue begun: 

HaUt at you for a better left or too. 

Bi.tr. Am i your Bird , I meant to Ibift my buffi, 

And then puriuc me a, you draw my How. 

You arc welcome all. Exit Bianca. 

Petr-. She hath preuenreo me, here (fgniot Tramo , 

This bird you aim’d at, though you hit her not, 

Thcrfore a he alth ro all that ftior and mift. 

Tri. Oh Air, Lucent flipt me like his G ray-hound, . 



Which runs himfelfe and,ca:ehesfor his M after. 
Petr. A good fwift Gmile, but fomething cu rriftfc 
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A vvell firthat you hunted for your fclfe: 

, T| ; thought your Deere dees hold you at a bay c. 

1 BsP- Oh, oh Pretttcbio , Trano hit* you now. 

/ 7c. 1 thanke thee br that gi d good 7 ranie. 

Her. Confefte, confcHe, hath he not lnt you here/ 

Petr. A has alule gald Bit 1 confdTe : 

And as t he left did glaunceaway from me, 
ls ten to one it maim’d you too out right. 

• p >A „ fs’ow in good fadncllc fonne Petrnchio, 

I tbinke thou haft theveneft (hrew of all. 

Petr. Well i fay no : and therefore fir, alTurance, 

Let’s each one (end vnto his wife. 

And he whole wife is moft obedient, 

Tocome at firft when he doth fend for her. 

Shall win the wager which we will propole. 

Hort. Content what’s the wager ? 

Luc. Twcmiecrownes. 

Petr. Twenticcrownes, 

Ileventurc (0 much of my Hawke or Hound, 

But twentie time* fo much vpon my Wife’ 

Lhc. A hundred then. 

Her. Concent. 

‘Petr. A match ’tis done. 

Hot. Who (hail begin ? 

Lhc. That wilt I. 

Goe B iottdeHo , bid your Miftris come to me; 

Bit.. I goe. Pint. 

Bap. Sonac Ifebeycu haire , Bianca comes. 

Luc. Uehsucnohaiues lie bear c it all m.y fclfe. 

enter Biondello. 

How now, what newes ? 

Btcn. $u, my Miftris lends you word - 
That (lie isbufte,and (hee canno: come. 

Petr. How ? (lie * bulk and fhee cannot come : is that an anfwete? 
§re. I, and a kinde one too : 

Pra:e God fir your wife fend you not a worfe. 

Petr. I hope better. 

Phr. Si. ra Biondtlk >, goe and intreate jny wife to come to met 

feichwich. - Exit. Eton. 

‘Pet* : 




